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peeved Paul 


Author's Notes: 
I've been here two years! Got reminded | was overdue for another one of these, which I'd promised to do upon 


each anniversary of joining this fab family. 


"Why won't you Skype, old man?" First words out of Macca's mouth are griping, not greeting. "Been ignoring my 
video calls for months, yeah? Glad you finally picked up, but I'd like to see your face." 


[Always was a bossy bastard.] "Well, | don't much fancy lookin’ at YOURS. You might've been ‘the cute one’ 
back in the day, but now you bear a strongly striking resemblance to Angela Lansbury, and that's just too 
fuckin’ funny." Ringo coolly quips, continuing deadpan dig "Come to think of it, she used to be cute, too." 


"Ooh, snarky, Starkey.” Paul's eye-roll comes through loud and clear, no need for screen. "Nice to know you're 


keeping busy. Planning to cut a comedy record, since you never could compose MUSIC?" 


"Did you call just to give me grief?" [Two can play at THAT game] "I found something WAY more rib-tickling 


than any stand-up. Turns out you're a porn star, chum" 


"WHATI? There's only a single print of that, and it BETTER still be locked up in my safe!" Macca blurts, 


remembering ribald reel he'd allowed Linda to shoot long ago, now fearing it's somehow escaped. 


Ringo bursts into joyful laughter, playful peals plaguing prickly Paul. "Dunno what YOU'RE talkin’ about.not sure 


| wanna.. been a bad boy, have you?" 


"What in holy hell are you on about, then? ‘Porn star’, indeed!" is indignantly, if inquisitively, interrogated. 
"What's THAT supposed to mean?" 


‘I've been reading ‘Fan Fiction’. Can't believe | lived to be eighty before learning how many lusty ladies and 
laddies write about you-n-John buggering each other" 


Paul can't believe it, either. "Fans are sending YOU homosexual pornography about me and John?" 


"Nobody's sending smut to me, personally. Its all over the internet." Ringo gleefully guffaws "free of charge 


to all comers." 
"They can't do that! That's libel!" 
"Nah, disclaimers, mate." (Hilarious! He didn't know. Makes my day.] 


"So, these torrid tales dont ACTUALLY use my name?" Macca sighs with relief, affecting airy disdain "Just 


‘Fab Fellows’ or ‘Liverpool Lads’, then?" 
"Nope. Real names and dirty details." 


"Well, that's ILLEGAL! All right, now AYE want names. WHO is publishing such disgusting slander?" Macca strides 
across the room to his desktop computer, demanding into the cellphone against his ear "WHERE is the thickest 


concentration, so | know who to sue first?" 


[Wow, he's fuming..this is more fun than the sauciest stories] "The best place is a site called ‘Rockfic', but you 
can't do anything about it. ‘Entertainment purposes only’, y'know." 


Typing tattled title into browser, Paul furiously scans Rockfic's cover page, glowering at guitar graphic before 
perusing fine print, triumphantly trumpeting "Yes, | CAN! It says RIGHT HERE: “if an individual named within 


requests its removal’, which | WILL" 
"Oh, don't be an uptight prick" Ringo chides, chuckling "Besides, that might make it worse. Like the little guy 
said: ‘Cutting out a man's tongue doesn't prove him a liar, it just proves you're afraid of who might hear: 


What's it hurt you, really? You didn't even KNOW about it ‘til now, anyway." 


Paul sees sense, yet remains incensed. "Why the bloody FUCK do YOU read it?" 


Ringo can't resist. "Because | always believed you two really DID get up to such stuff.holed up alone together 
all the time. Nice to see I'm not the only one who figured it out” 


"We did NOT!" Paul protests, trying to turn the tables "So, do these perverted purveyors stick YOU with 


George? Or vice versa?" 
"No, I'm mostly comic relief. They tend to pair George with Eric Clapton or Bob Dylan." 


‘Now, THAT might've really happened." Macca muses "with BOTH of them." He can't help but ask "Are the 


stories well-written, at least?" 


"Eh." Ringo's shrug telegraphs through telephone "hit or miss. They're fun, though. Hey!" he suddenly alights 
with wicked proposition "I triple-dog DARE you to ring up Zimmy and ask if HE reads this stuff.or writes it” 


"HELL nol" Macca laughs in spite of himself "That guy's MEAN. He can rip a new one from across an entire 
ocean.ate the Nobel Prize committee alive. | wouldn't DARE!" 


"John wanted to be just like him." 

Paul pensively pontificates, mirth morphing to melancholy "I know. Perhaps, if he'd lived long enough to pull his 
head out of his own arse, he might've managed it" Shifting gears, he nastily needles "Maybe I'LL submit some, 
just to get back at you for getting off on making me lose my temper. Let's see, who'd be a funny bum-chum 


for YOUR exploitation?" 


‘I'm not scared." Ringo ripostes "You can't write fiction Oh, wait.yeah, you can. read your autobiography.” 


